THE LAST ACT

"'"pHERE was a 'phone call for you, Madam," Semper

JL reported when Kati entered her dressing-room after
the third act. " They want you to call back, so IVe written
the number for you. They've called three times while you
were on the stage; it's very important, they said/'

Madame extended a tired and trembling hand to take the
slip of paper and examine the number. Circle 3-5892. She
felt quite exhausted after the fiasco of the last scene. There
was an evil spell over some performances and this seemed
to be one of them. For her, Don Jose had spoilt the first
act by his clumsiness and the second by his unbridled
roaring. And now, when he seemed to have found his
feet and there was at last some hope that their duet in the
last act would come off well, an unpleasant tickling made
itself felt in her strained throat. Once more she opened her
mouth as wide as a hungry rhinoceros and, with the assist-
ance of a mirror and a strong light bulb, she did what she
called "looking into her stomach." Disdainfully she nodded
her head and proceeded to give the interior of her throat
an ample spray. Then she let herself slump into the wicker
chair, stretching out her legs for Semper to pull off her
boots.

"What was the matter with Mr. Bhakaroff?" Semper
asked her. "I see they've called the doctor into his dressing-
room?"

"It's nothing, I imagine," Madame answered absently,
scrutinizing the telephone number which Semper had
scribbled down for her. " Sprained his ankle or something
and made a big fuss about it. They are getting him into
shape for the last act now. As a matter of fact, such things
can be very painful; I sprained my ankle once> in 'Tosca/

158